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Editor's Note
All thank-you·, that an ed11or can bc.io,v must first. with uucnnost gratefulness, rest upon the
authors who subm,ued the products of their minds and heart, 10 be critiqued. 11 proves a magnitude ofart,~cic maturi1y \\'hen an author not only creates bul also 5hares. As En1crson said, it is in
every work of genius we recogn11c our O\\ n thoughts. You "ho subm111ed your works have put
forth the genius by "hich others will now measure their own efforts.
Josh and Trent, you have both been unfailing m your help and in your encouragement, and I
enjoyed c,ery moment of the time we spent on Prome1/ria 1 honestly cannot think of one moment
when I was
on my own, and that was a constant blessing. Kim, I am eternally in debt 10 you.
My deplorable lack of computer skills was more than hidden by your talent, and the tangible, beautiful journal Prome1/ri11 is just as we imagined.

ten

Dr. Meyers, Or. Epperson, and Dr. Trent-Williams, I was honored 10 be selected to carry on the tradition of Prome1/ria. and your belief in me and my ability 10 produce a journal of quality and of literary excellence was invaluable 10 me. Or. Meyers, you have been wonderful a wonderful supervisor and a wonderful friend.
This has been a year of new beginnings. and the journal you no" hold is in essence the rebirth of
Prome1hia. I hope and pray 1ha1 it will continue, in the years 10 come. to be a journal indicative of
the elite in student artistic ability. and that it will forever hold 10 the high standards of Godliness in
every \\ay.

laura Nie/rot,

.. E'"·cry 1nan·s life 1:,, a fairy tale ,vrittcn by (lo<l"s fingers.'' -llan~ Chri~tian Andersen
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the author of the giving tree
i round out

a year and a half
after the fact
you had died
,lll alone
with a pocket
full of poems
and a stringless
guitar

Saving Grace

sittir1g fingerless

and .ca rred
like you had brtn
,.;hen )rou sa\v the ,vorld
through children's eyes

lkauty unfurled in

w i ng!> or color

Leave behind the duk world
for ;i pl,1ce void of the terrors or
dream.:; of horror.
Tears become laughter laced with

ho\v you gave tht>m right~

and voices
a thousand adult choice5
and all in a \udden
you had lo up and grin
jun,ping fore\'er pa~t
,vhere the side,valk ends

golden smilt'!;

Giving rt>Vl.'.'rcnce to the One
Who sawd ,111 from the deep chasm
lifted up on \ving~ of gr.,ce.

tlnd tht: ,vt•ckl)· m.1id found ) 'OU

:.hrined in a tomb
the obituaries from ne,v york
quietly pursued
and then
having rhymed
and dined
having laughed and cried
the world lost a nother poet
w ithout a goodbye
only thi, one,
~hel ~ilvt>n,tien,
,viii not be forgotten so soon
tire lree has Josi lier lioy

Ki,11l1t·rly iv;t~u

,~,y.

aud so111diof41,
UY lunre

lost you ...

heavenly flow
mount;iinhighandvaHeylo,v
running purposefullyinabt"autyflo\v
\vind:;ail5.1aughingtoit~peak
fighting
lorvictnrybeneathgreycloudslightningbe,1t
theperfect act
andl watchoagles p laying
dancing,,.•1ththemou1Uains. fighting

onthevalley,back

Jc.·rc.•,nc· I f11rl,111

'

road songs
in seconds
sprawling factory lights
spread backwards
across translucent shifting skin

of one river's naked body
and shattering into a thous.1.nd scrambling reflections
each one-mocking

the truth whom beset it from the moment
i see time in pas.sing, out the ,vindo,v of a car
blinking as up:,et children--a~ manmade fireflies

taking small children steps toward pl•ces forgotten
like in a cro,vd, when ,ve are alone
or ,vtwn ,ve are alone, like our minds playing the cro,vd
bumping,
rubbing uncomfortably about
the dirt factories and light, massaging fitfully
ac~a river
through a ,vindo,v

through my mind.

At101t.1ftttot1s

Innocence
My first s1gl1t of you ...
Ruoning barefoot do,vn the beaten rood;
thOS<> carefree strides,
and painted nails.
Naked feet untouched by
shattered pottery and fork tongued

Rending
Meekness nings itself between two extreme,
in the variance o( feeling and the ,vayward

animals (or !:ial~.

,viii that drives down the dirt

road to sing to you •nd reach
behind the back seat to the way the dawn
smiled that one night where patience
leaned over and touched the back of your
hand and

One tlri11s I lik,~ alt0ut you ;s ...
At the ne,v:,,

oh I wish you kncv{ I was there too.

your cheeks blushed
like a young red rose,
but all com~urf! remained untainted.

Ana Maria Corrt'il

1 hi:; incident (e\Y kne\v
becam.e your nose is ~oft,

not pointed
or intruding.

/t>ltn 8r1tdl'ik, Jr.

'

2/14/01
110 one

.• .of Jrt1t•utg 110 c>11t,
to point north

ont for you? To Ju.,,1
t( 1itltoul first to hurt,

or ln,d u'l'St,

QII ilUJ10SSibility.

Forge/ /r11mi/ity, I

no Ont lo open cloors
110 Ollf

I() St'tllt' S(OYt'S

,io c>nt for flou'C"~ gil c11,
1

so11xs u•histlt>d, Fu-arts
drt!nclrcd u•it/1 tttlslirrs
delir"r!r,n1ce. Snluriug
Dtlilah 1111.s uet•i•r l1othered
t~ijtJr pr(1t.l11c;11s any
r,1wr for ,ue, u1hicl1 1
Sll/1/1c~t' ;~ sc..l(](J, l111I

c:oultl, ,,,,,yl'lf' one dll!(,
S(Uttf'(J1'(' pc·t'I 1111..• 1>1~·11?
Pt•rl1,11ts t'l1t·11 slt"ill 1111.•
fro,11
slrtnsth, to

,,,y

rJra,,,,,w,, loss, aud
you, ll1t rost.
u,,sJrat't.''1,

,,,y ,t,rys

dtPi,ulle on lhrouRh
1lrt,1ry sky h11Zt' ,uistaken
for t1 drt'dtu autl still
lltl..Oll'II St'rl111S ft"tU't'

IU.IO ft'll1Sllutt"S

St0 partde

t/1inss,

,011/ ~.,_,,,rttlt• ~till I -"'.'I·

But !-.t~Jlf1r11tr :;till, 111y "1n:iy
lt·dds 011 to u111y," tn,c'4:liug 11,c
through ...

at ln1!-I J.11ou• I OU'II 11

brt"lttll ()Y lt1\'.), r,u1yJ,,, t"t't'II

Ada111 Drt·sslt·r

35mm
l take picturt.>s to cra)h the \vor)d, to grind each moment to a hall <lnd carve it dl~p
on silver memory: the still, the hush of a minute, of a lifetime. broken do\-'1n into a
stilJ frame, a moving still of a.n hour':; slow heartbeat, scriC"S of clips l,f blacks and
whiles, sofl colors through a glass frame, a lens of shaltered broken down sunlight,
shot through cirrus clouds, the world·s hush, movement, the smile on your face, the
sunlight through your glasses, the glow of the fillcred sun through the window
pane to blush off a candle's ,,anolla side, huge, round, lhe flick of a name rising from
lhe sunwashed wick, light an,wering to light. This I capture in one-one-hundredth
of a second's click-frame-freeze, forever unforgeltable, pasted high on a wall, Josi in
a lost picture book. forever in my mind all the more: this mad quest 10 freeze the
soul, lo lock up the days in ., picture book, to live, over the more fiercely, 10 gain ,,
second in eternity, to remember that once upon a time, l Jived.

A111a11,la 1-(,ill
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The Joys of Our Art
The greatest intelli.><:tual,
fonru, a phrase of n,usic

rhythMICally AlluSIVE,
text from dom
ran
tele

phon
e
and pitch from hearing row-bell

rings,

DINGS.

/e.>J,,, Br11,IPik. Jr.

From Beyond All This
The chill ~ts in-·

The stret?tlam~ g.lo\v tht>ir white-yt'IIO\Y vigil do\vn on you--you are tht>ir moon on this cool night--

Ihe br~ze is \vet and cold--

(pull your jacket tighter)
I he rain lightly wisp, your cheek, the nape of your neck-HS seem1.-"<i as good a place as any
To tell you that I love you.

Bry1111 Wooten

God's Pulse
is ... buh-(peo-ple, p<><>-ple, pe<>-plc, not-just one-but all-but notjust all-but him-and her-and you-and th,>t-guy there-who stinks,~1nd swc~1rs,.and thi5"'0ne man-\vho loved-to hate-m~ kick-me

punch-me use-me steal-and lie-and you-just said-I can-not but-I
will-and do-and have-and it-is al-ways al-ways p<><>-ple peo-ple
pro-pie pro-ple)-bmmm.

Tr,~nt Huuler

for the back row which slept at 8:50
···1eacher,
don't you talk to me about
the atrocities of war
on thb the first balmy day or spring
i won't be dr,,ftcd at 18
given an automatic, told to shatter skulls
or have mine done in
i don't care to he,1r about men
nopping al,out like moths without wings
or., thirsty soil for my iron fat blood
it d()tl':,n't co,,cern me
... matching ~hirt and tie concern.s nle
sh,,pely tree-bark hair,
black clutching leather with sterling silver buckles
seeing her or him under the steam of breath a~ if th~y o,..,n America
i o,\1n 1\merica

like '.',()me child po:,~ing a pair of f,hoe!'>
i u::-e ht>r unage
stapled Marlin..- l\-1onrocs and Elvis's tight ~";·~ ;...ans

that concerns me
your \\far t,1lk doe~n·t

,var., are undone on computer screens
•rnter c:0cle •sy!>tt'1t1 n·,1dy
•,uissilt t,uu1t"11
the sharp smeH of sour fle:,h from trenches no more

and a f,1r removed exploit,
is pressing enter on a keypad
i \Yould do that teacher
pr~s enter,
sip my ,vhite~chocolate-mocha,
... and ~nw\.vhcre .1 b.,by explodes inside hi~ mothrr's humid t'mpire
i an, 20,

and were they young boys like me?
did they have dark-haired lithe girls
who clung to their necks,
pleading they ignore a Government unbothered by love or feeling,, or deceptive glances?
,vas it their choice to be taken in tht' end no better than pigs?
but really,
i am tired ~ause i ,voke this morning at 8;20
i r~ from warm pillo,v:, and fe,1ther blankets
i made a choice behveen breakfa~t now or breakfa~t later
i ,\1alked less th,1n a quarter of a mile to sign in
and now teacher
it is I,
the ofr,pnng or fr""'1om,
,vho just doesn't c.1re..

M11tlheu, CorJrr
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Holy Ghost
Swirling wings or down and gold
Shimmer and sparkle and vibrate

In the refll'ction of my ne«l
Surrounding, lifting.
Enfolding.
Breathing lire or immortal substance
~lover and immer,e and fulfill
In the chasm or my spirit
Rene\ving, vibrating..
Speaking.
Descending light of burnished fin,
Leap and dance and embr,1ce,
rn the c~mos of my vi~ion
Revcali1,g, sustaining,
Co,nforting.

who is God today?
taught an array of options,
i :..it in my golde,n seat. some\vhere near the middle., 01' the back, no matter

as long as i'm out of sight.
,..•ednesday, friday., sunday, \Yith each ne,v ~rvice.,
the pious pn,acher man, tells me what he thinks i ought to ht>ar,
and once again i am sent into a tail:..pin, not kno,ving what to think.
who is God today? i ask myself.
perhaps heh, a loving God, waiting to embr,1ce me,
or maybe he is a God of judgment, no more chances, no more grace.
,vhich one is it or does anyone really kno,v?
i mvst choose to set a:;ide the things i've bt.>en taught,

and drop to my knees to seek your face.
you see through my moments of confusion, my lapse of sure reality,
and you remind me you're my Father, and that's all i need to know.
Ama,ida N11f!

Incoherent
There's alway, something

good
i'!bout

incoherence
I say to the screen and
virgin•white

pages
Which in tum stare
vacantly
up at mt;),

hope
gle.,ming on their

cha.,tc

I begin to Mc>Jrch the

for-flung/cramped

corner.,
of my tnvn roon, fot ,1

red

pen
(,,ctually for my
Inspiration)

and instead come acr~., ii
dull
p;;ncil
helpless
in the

dirty
carpet fibers

Melancholy
I sit meekly staring--a

tactless
bard
with hopes that the
Muses

are on my side.

I'll just imagine my
life's \\•Ork
done, its

changes
marked in graphite;
blunt
incoherence

"

Graves in a Kansas Farmyard
Sunlight gouging through billowing clouds: high cumulus, raging a thousand miles up,
full of angry waler droplets expanding with light speeds, clouds pounding out their mold,
billowing up into the breathless atmosphere; but they appear sluggish from my
earthworm's vie\v, little tinker Mazda \vith dusty tires, rolling over the dust-billo,ving
country roads, Kansas wheat fields racing by in a blur of vertical stalks, head-heavy,
combines sifting it through their hungry rotary blade mouths like ;,tarving monsters,
rolling, crushing the fields beneath them. Old farmhouse with white plan~ siding,
rushing by. Another country c,,r bursts by in a cloud of smoky dirt; I look back but can't
~ it,

buried in a tr,1il o( dust: a cun1ulus cloud. Ro,vs of cedar trees blur, I hick stalks
leaning in rhythm, back and forth bending to the prairie ,vind, and th4t slo,ving do,.,.n to an

old, forgotten graveyard, stones cropping up a glitt~r in the bright, ,varm sun. Alone,
my~lf to the ,votld, the gro,vnup ,vorld happening my~teriously on another plane
somewhere inside the farmhouse ,vhere my father listens to a sick old \'ion,an die, and I
\V01lder \\ hy they built a hou:,e next to a cemetery. But the graves are sunny and not like
1

the spooky tombs silhouetted by moonlit gh0st images rising from busted-up earth or
cartoons of Charlit! Br<l\\•n bun,ping around in a graveyard in the night. Here there \vas a

field full of people: silently, sofUy molding to the crumpled prairie dirt, baskjng under
\varm skies, summer bees and glassy~\vinged mayflies perching on their headstones for a

moment, keeping company up above, gently rocking. the stand of cottonwoods rustling
not (ar a\vay, making tinklir,g glass ~himmers \vith their sho\vy leaves, like glitter, like

diamonds; they send out filmy cotton seeds over the ground. cartwheeling in the air,
sticking to the decaying stones sitting lopsided in the farmhouse yard. I catch one

between my fingers and pull the fibers apart.
A,u,,nda Hall
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Krummholz
At a flat gap betwwn North T rucha.s and
Chimayosos Peak in the Pecos Wilderne... of New
Mexico, at about 12,000 feet above sea levt'l, :,tands a
group of conifers. Down the steep slope from that gap,
only two hundred feet lower and literally a stone's
thrO\V a\vay, st~,nds .1nother group of conifers. The dif•
fcrcnce between the lrrt',, up at the gap and the trees
bel0\'-1 i~ this: the trees belo\v the gap gro\v to a robu~t

60 or 70 feet, but snme of the trees up at the gap do not
C\'en excl'ed five f~t.
In th~ high mount;.ins, exposure affects
everything. Twelve thousand feet pushes the limit of
tree gro,..•th ht>re; to get l~vcn the faintest notion of \vhat
life here is. like, you ,vould h~1ve to stand on the tallest
part of your roof in a storm, tht'n multiply lhat ferocity

by some immod~~t number. The ~>emingly in«'~a1,t
\\•ir1d'.'t hov.il so strc,ngly through this g.1p becau~ of the
Vt'nturi Fffeet, .,n increa~ in \\'ind velocity caused by
the con~trictio,, or funneling of air current._ bct\,1een the
peaks. That, combin(>d ,vith ,..,inters that can ~xc1."ed
.,.,,·en months and the thin, rocky soil of the peak>,
results in a place barely habitablt> for cvt:'n the harditJst
of tra·s, ,vhich lhen,selves defer to h,,rdy, lo,.,.. alpine
grasses and lichens ju,t fifty feet farther up the ,lope.
Yet here at the gap, these trees persist as k,u,,unholz,
··crookt>d timber" or ··elfin ,v<k..xl": crouching, blasted
excuses for tr('(>:;; dwarves; Lilliputiam.; victims;
besieged survivon,.
Below the gap, decre,ccndo. The wind·,
cl~lult is but a memory; a :tt'm.t: of relative prot~tion,
not ex~ure, rests among the trees. The soil is darker,
moister, richer. llirds flit among the gre<'n-black spires
of the spruces, whose upward sweep mimics that of the
surrounding peaks.
And so it is with us. Some of us, blessed with
the rich soil of stable, nurturing families, embraced by
the sunlight of good fortune, thrive and grow strong
and ta11. And others :;truggle just to stand, :;tunted and
battered, disfigured, nearly b]o\vn away, never to savor
a moment's respite from the gales of inheritance, experit~ncc, r1nd existence.
And beauty, and grace, and strength, and dig·
nity belong to both.

II

down highway 1
Donna c.1n you
Spdl ..world ,,lmanac"
With a queen's lisp
And tender pottery?
All tunes on bridges mark
The ~undial

branch!.1':, of

Torpedos ,1nd horse in the wind-free
Scarves in \vinter moonlight and golden g,lte blue~. Do\vn highvvay
(f°Ye

One, tea garden love
found Chinato,,•n or it found me! In a catastrophic t,...,Hot)
a broken nebula

pa.:,ses in cr,l7)' t.1xi ,1rm~

Torn
free falls
Child dies
Woman ,;;,hrieks in horror

Car cros.se~ yellow line
Bullet cracks bone
Words crack heart
Soul shatters
Into a thousand black bits

In the temple,
Curtain splits
Fibers break
Molecules separate

Light pours in,
Changes
Everything

Keitlt Gogt111
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Orthodoxy
You don't
un d o

\\I

n

C

I

y

y

e

a

in one ....

Jhis fabric'!, a complex, recent \veave
with strange materials
ancient fabrics
unfamiliar patterns
-ne\\1 threads coming in-·
4

Son,e of tho.-,e alr~ady woven in no longer fit
bul ,tretch
and bulge
and some jusl break clean off.

lhey must h<, disentangl<'d
(careful, now)
by hands that fear lhe unraveling of ii all.

Thi:; will not be do,,e in a year, or ten.
No,
I will oflen be surprised
(and scar<'d)
by the pallerns that are born
(and die)
wilhin my ta)l"Slry.
Bui,

even when I cease
to \veave these earthen tones and,
\Vilh loom transfigured,
move to brilliant patterns everlasting,
I shall still be weaving.

Bryan ~'ooli•11
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If Samson Were My Neighbor
If S., m,on were my neighbor I could
rumblt> tumble boulders big cu,d n,ake an isl,1nd
on Lake Erie. ~1y gtunt and !lo\Yeat a,,d effort but
his pain in the right pinkie finger ,vould move

forest~ into Afghanistan and ~ky..scrapt>r~ into

the Ama,on. Then planning long ,1nd thinlung
hMd on the theorie, of calculus and the methods
of geogr,1phy, the formulas of geometry and
the poetry of meteorology, I and Samson both
,vould sweat slimy buckets of salt an.d ,v.,ter and

move the Statue of Liberty onto the graso,)' area
in m)' back yard.
ftr,.,,,,. I l11rl1111

Dear E,·e,.
In this fascin~1ting r.,g-tag effort of hide-and-M-ek, a lot continues to go unno-

ticed and I'm trying to figure out why. rhe holiness of that look in your eye esc,1pcs
me again, and each time it gets harder to recognize. I ,vant to fall in love with him ... to

hit the ground running and not ever look back. I know I po,...,,,, the wild potential to
do this and scatter three sheets to the wind in the process. But where is my object? my
rea-.on for losing all st'nse of proportion? Because I cannot find it, I begin to doubt if I
have it in me to actually do anything about this. My joy is dwindling with each pa.sing
day, and instead of being up to my elbows in moonlight ,1nd color, I'm left picking at
the stray bits of glitter in the carpet. I'm getting desperate.
The slO\\.' suffocation of suppres..c:;ed sighs seeps into my bones once again.

Then!"s something not quite right here. What is my missing catalyst? Or is it a needful
combination of unhappy chances? The thing is, rm rapidly losing ground and am
becoming increasingly concerned that I'll forever be caught in this limbo of suspicion.
The suspicion that hovering round the bend lives a dream I should have known all
along... This is a frightening thought.
So my point, dear girl, is this: What do you think I should do about it? As
soon as I get this mailed, l'm planning on leaving my window open for a white bird
with something notoriously green in its beak to fly in. Up 'til now, all I've gotten are
the faded echoes of the cries of lonely crows.
Yours,

An1elia

)\11" Nfaria Corr&1
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a loose d escription of maturity
monday morning messiah,
like lhe wide cys-d blue shock of June daybreak.
procrustean manacles \'laving tht;)ir iron fists \,•ith a: 'beep' ... 'b4!ep' ... ·be ... i shut them out.
the credenu of morning glory cuJ--de--~1c:-. a1,d
bovine ht>ap-<luste~ clos.e to the fence :,tun-cawing as bu7z.,rds \Viii, or at least that's ho"'
i decipher this la,,ds.cape ~ artll"!,S.
bosomly-built '"illo\-.is weeping ovt'l' ncath the n,eltdo,vn of too ript> ~un brec1th.
this side or the ,vorld is the an.,thema it seems.
cea~less rea~(ire from the ce1t.>stial overh1tad.
a crusty dis."lbility. u~-d up, long forgotten, pitched in the corner.
i am that dry rag ,vaiting tht>re, oil-stiff in the corner.
atruphit."<i life on thi!.> a monday morning mt"tronom~ ...
'tick-tock' ... (12 o 'clock, slinging paint.)
'tick-tock' ... ( I o' clock, slinging paint.)
s<-i a ... tringt>nt t11,d hackn~yed, the~ 1n>· glue st~1ined hands a,... reaching back to r«onncct \\lith
the blue-collars my P,1pa talked of.
'Tm ready to join the Union."
~;,tid he, and hi~ daddy, ,1nd hi> daddy'!, daddy,
and ntn••, gri,,ning shamefacedly, ,,,r.
Pap,, would be proud
0

A111tthtu 1 Cqrdi•r

Whisperings Of Not Looking Back
In a dark, packed room I see our race~. once hidden
blani-s, trying not to be diSCO\'crcd, trying not to know what they
have already kno,vn. l have g rown old and gro,vn eyes and I can
&>e you there, !Jmiling acr()5.', the room at me. I ,vondered ho,"
long it was until I s.,w myself as well.
There, across from me, myself in shoddy reOection. I
squceZ£ my eyes, for I cannot stand the sight of being born.
roo long ago, carefully tucked away before the d,,wn of
birth, slowly emerging from between my mother's tense legs, the
birth y dew o f heaven !ttill ,vet o n n,y crcnvn, care fully trying not to
be born. But spewed out of her mouth, and thi> world carefully
trying to forget heaven in a ll its !tpark1ing glorie:;, until, like dim
shado,vs pasted on the b.1cks o f our brain....,, .,nd some,vhete upside
do,vn, ,vc read in Bibi~ h o,v heaven ,v.'i:;, and o ld n1en dream
dreams of places they can't remember, and I look away, and all
tho:;e in the gra,·c \\•hi..,per t.\veet nothings, to ~member w hi.lt they
h ad ne\"er fo rgoUen, o,,ce upon a lire.

A'11tl11dtl

1-/all

The end of my apostasy
they say you are too obscured for me to find,
but if you would pry the crumpled p,,per
from my fingers, then you ,'Yould kno,v
that even in the depths I haw not forgotten;
I long to return, lo slide my fingers into yours,
even if you are not as they :;...1y,
even if I am t>Vl?n less than bl.-fore,
you are hon,e to me, and if it mt>ttn., to run,
then I will sl,,p my feel on the pa\'ement

There is an art in )' Ou that S\Vir)s counterpoint
to my forced dh,sonance even ,vhen tears ariSl";
you skillfully ,vea\'e us until \Vtl are on~,
like t\vo hands, palm ... touching and mirrort>d,
\VOven together: first your fingt!'r, then mine,
your finger, then mine, until there i:-. no end,
only count1~ bt:-ginning-s,;

but the night is no longer young,
and blunt hon~-.,ty ha-, emerged frt,nl ,vol'1der· ..
you are not '"•ho th..-y ~ay you are
or maybe I .1m not ,vho they ~1y I ~,m..
,vh.lt it matter--, I cannot ,,y,
but I ~ no,v only oru..• S(•I of finger~. mine,
and the symphony has rattled itself onto paper
until the poetry of us ha, MO n'ducc,.1 to
,vorth1€'~ ~r,1tchcs on a torn-up pagr;

until you !--top me ,vith a single ,vord··

all I can think is that my heart is too full,
for your ,,·hispcr plays tag ,vith the ,vind,
and I find myself ever pausing
to change the direction of m>rchaSt>.

Sta te of Existence
··vour 4th and 6th cervical vertebrae are cleanly fractured,"'
my dra,vling neurosurgeon ob::.erved,
having for minutes studied the x-rays that
are the particulars of my damaged spinebr,rnches bathed in light, made of this anatomyous skeleton:
my 11n-skinned neck floating on his office wall:
the center of m)' self, fully revealed and unashamed.
"As ii appears, you're lucky not lo be paralyzed.
The surrounding ligaments saved that chip of bone
from breaking off, and sending you into an
unfortunate state of existence.'' Is that my
state of existence: those ce,·vical roots on the ,vall? A
vertical vertebrae slightly altered by violent
shifts of play, or the sudden stop when my skeletal
cun-·t> i.., maximi1cd from sporting games? The center
,..•ill not hold '"-'hen fl'eedom d.1nces ,vild
j,,n and noodle springs let fly then drop.

b•r,•11,e Hnrfa,r

,.

Everyday's Dreaming
Sometimes 1 lie down, over on that en1pty bt>d whl're restrd the head of my roommate
no,,., gone-·and J think about the :,ad ~tory of Nausicaa in her \1,.•orld ofbumb)ecro\.,,S and
Corruption. The Sea of ~truction that spread killing all in its path but which was secretly purifying the \VOrld for the end, so much like the sin nature that ::-lo\,tly dies ,vithin me, we, us, all ,'t'ho
call themselves Christians ...
But I also think about home. home in cold old ~1ass..1chusetts, up \Vlwre the rivers run dark

.ind det>p under the gray !tkies of ,,..inter Becau~ all Jround mc..· are crean1 half·bart.' ,..,alls , ... hich
start- blankly inh.> the empty space!t of the room, and remind ml! that I h,1,·c to do somt> home,.,,ork
.,nd tomorn.>,v put on a tie and eat a stale bagr1 up in the c.1fctcria
Sometimt"s I make my escape from this priS<.\n of lt:gali...m; out into the ~hops1 :-.tops and
cofft;"(' shops1 a.JI the same and ahvays there but ahvays a ,velcomtt ch..=tngc fron1 the humdrum life in
the dorm. The ptxlple are th('re, a11 sitting around ,vith smiles on their faces and hn,e in their
hearts; for they know that soon they will slink back, hid~ "Pin th< caves of the monk, to read and
\vrite and otht-r\vi~ try not to think too much about ,..,here they'd r,1ther be. But the life j.., not too
unkind and ~lmetimt":, you can escape like the 1 lurriC'anc .ind re.1d ~1 book, play ii song or ju~t try to
i1nagine {;od before time ... And each day ,ve get a littlt> bt!tter at soothing tht" re~tlessne~.., that
inevitably rise:-. ,vithin the chamben, of our soul:,, hke the gho~ts of the prisoners chaint't.i to the
\vaJI.., and left to rot behind ru~tcd d(l()r~ ,vhi<h nevt:r opened. For \vhen 0.1vid plays his harp the
'-pirits lt><lVtt u.., for a time and thc1, ,vc .,re able to think a1,d act ag;iin .i:, r.1tit1nal ml~1,, if \Ve plea~.
Sc._1mt>limes I think thert! j:, madnt>ss in all of us, but ho,,• much? A little m~,dn._.:,;.s is in all
thf! \.vorld too, but ""'hilt looks insane tcxtc1y may appc,1r patternt'd \vh..-n 001,den~d and t·ompresscd
dcnvn through centuries to fit ,vithin a tt"xtbook for your nC'xt humanities clas.... And all this hn1e
\\'e \..-ere thinking \Ye had life all figured out, but 1 kno\Y that it is a mystery and ii i~ much better to
embrace the question ,,nd to life and go, nowing to the <'bb and tide, th< rhythm, of life which go
f,lst then slo,..•; \\•;trm, rold, and S\viftly race b)' like clouds in the \\•ind or m.iybe drift like tho~ l,1zy
childhood•summer lay-in-the-gras.sclouds \\•hich ha\·e ahvays symboliled tho~e infinite hal\'t'S of
h<1urs ,ve ~p.,nt sleepily ,vondering at the painting t.iking plac(' .1bove our fa<.~.

Ph,llip Crisu,,/d

Ash Wednesday
Fre,,h from this, my trough of sin

So then, \\•ith ashes penitent,
While Bread and Wine inname my bones,
I whisper (mercy ... ), ri,,.. ~gain,
And ,eek the occupation of• ,tone.

(Rotten also), now I rise

To breathe another lungful in
And marwl that my soul is still alive.
The plltrid belch of tainted praise,
The bile from my poisoned blood
Is cleaned by what the sparrows sayA ~ng that speaks of ,,•hen the c.1rth ,,vas
o ne.

For fron, exultant branches on a tree
Coml>:, purer pr.1ise than ever came £ron1
111e ....

Bf'Y''" Wooten

The grass, a sacrament of grace,
Give::, verd;int testimony lending
Voice to skil?s \Yhose azure face
Speaks se<ond chances, brokt>n ~ul..,
defending.
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My Ilea rt Sleeps Tonight in Canada
Mv h,wt '''"P' tonight in Canada
\U'ld\·m\',llh the big plne tree

wht.•rt' you fir,t \Vn.,te that
"!illy postc.1rd )1l',1rs ago
It:,\\·,·, (,llling in summer
d,"p1t,• thl" w,1rm momin~

,·,·ti,,,.,.. \•+,l\: sun ,v11h a
,.h~ht noon br,,·ze

,1nJ th• y .u~eJ vou about
that girl
talk-d It>
• II th<- tum•

>·,,u

IUM) ht>w th,: fla,hlight
nt'\Pr quit hll dark

11nd •udd,-nl)' tht- fi,.i,

~,·n' tht>- la:,t to mattt.>f'
1n the tr.un--'5{r,1mble
toward nun,ra t-...~c,11i,

... like thi, la,t night of Kentucky.
lht.• 011l't' ._pnng t',Hlh,

h,1" turnt•d hl rold ri8<Hmt1rtis, .. tiff ,1nd spiritlt:"ss.
m,,s.'lo ,n1udg,·n,,t ~,prophvlt·,

lak,• ,u: n,·-t(\tr:r..
,,,llt'\l l'n,ma!'IC·uou, anJ r,1ndf1m ak,ut the buuldt>r+,·nd, (1f ,,IJ l,rt'(l,ln :i-houkft·~
\\ tw.•s &.t,h.J\ ~m1rk?
t,ut n.1tur,•'fi ar1x·,1r.u,C\• a, o,..._..,h.>p subsequent to m.1n ,n ,., "'"'' w:ty.
tht" roo(h'fl ot hi,tory, 1 Willl O\·,·r n.ibt~K,lll)".
,., ,·r-(1,.1rgt·tt1ng thc."t" thin~ of "'hkh h.l,·l· f;,tll'l4!' <lfl.
Cif which are gt,ing and ,._.ailing to gc,.
dnnens1on.., to life.
hl-a, ,.., <>r hdl.
th,...- ,,l,t l•nulianhl'$, unl>t-autitul among the branch<>$,

hl.,,,·n·er k,ne,

t....,".'"' t•r rt'fflt'~·reJ.

t'"" ., r, ...., ,\pp;•lach..n autobiograph..~··• "'""~ unhl'ard
~t.,lt" lt3\,~ ffll'-t"-1 in cl.I\ 1-h1btit,ll'th, .,nd d~ hell in et(t.'Ct t.>~ttni bt•k,w u.:-.."
• •l•k- ns th,, "''Pl~mbt,r fori;oltm.
1ht.• untf,·rr,1iS, lh,• tour ,1,• (on:..- t.,f nature.

n..,t, 1n that vet) ~Ul"titm.

h,•.1, ,·n. 11r t'\ ,·n,
$fl'"' ,,

hdl

dreams for sale
lhe.,p, int'>.::pl!nsivl'
drean,s in t'VL'ry shapt,•, si11.•
or rorm.

lighhw1ghl, ea,y lo carry,
,·t'ry reli,1ble, easy to fix if broken
ju'.'tl rcpl11ce thl· old ,\:ith tht- "'-''...
and AO On

I s ee God

Quicks ilver

I St.'C God silling
on I Ii ... thron~. chewing 11 i:t gum;
I ,vander in Gr.,ce

,,f mo,mlight beading on the

Quicksilver droplet;,
skin of a goddess

/osl111d Lt·dse

Gems tones
Ldt<>ver raindrop,
~,..·t.·11 on sparlding .,pider ,..·l·b~
treasun:...,. rrom the ..,torm

Kunbt·rl11 iVi/~n

l ht.•rt..• i, ., ~ro• b(,n . .•alh my sternum,
th,11 \Yhl'n JttiV,llt.>t.i,

,tars my 11\.,idt'".,.
S\v1r1ing and blt.·nding,
thi, mir,1culou, rl',11..tu,n tr.,n~plr~.
not qu1ckl)',

nol c.1uu:tlv;
this ..,plc.1euon
-.•n.1cts its Jr,11na in
~),,w ffll •lion,
\'d w1lh lh<•
:8,3 mt" Intt"OSI tv.

t.a...i)· Rt"a~"" .,n.i '-•r F.,prv-,.qc:,n
wr,.,.tle O\ ~r tht• thnm..,\r~h1ll1:s •54..•,at ot tht• \..·,IL"

the h<>:ut
Vl'h·t·l· \\ r,,ppt>tl ,,•mt'fll, ,,r
"lt't'l-l,1C\'"\.I cc.1th,n, ttw t,.1ttlt.r,1g,-s unhl the ,pc,t bt•0t•.1th n,,. ,h:mum

••• ,.-111,...

requiem of Silence
the lc11,.· "]U;lft' i" nlt•lhng in tht• dirt
in th1: ,:umtr ,,f th,• runn1
\\'hl'n th,· t,\11',ng
t,,lorsbut
,, ~ l'k•t

th,·n,• .,nJ
,·,·t.·f)·,llll' as s.Ht·nt
nulildt."

but in.,1dt." tht.·\ now "4.·t.• thtn\St"h'l'
and -,cn.•am. tl'rttlf wild·t')'-'li a~ the\'
qu..,llv "'')'
• \\It'll ••,nJ
I h.1\'l' to d,, th•~ ncn..·...•
·\Ve !-hc>Uld t;l' no" • •
t>.• >1111 now
1,:t tht.• S1le-l"K'\" ll\ l' ht•rt" on

tht• tabh•
b,·r,,n· you
cut c,ul 1ls ht·Jrt

,n r,·ar .1 ... ll dtt'S
g,1,p,nJ,t ,,~,Hn

Aidt111 f"lynn

Sonn et IV
A,vakt>, ali\'e, a groundl~s joy \\.•ill sing
ln...ide my being. a bright and ycllo,v glo,,·.
lhe holy stardust to mv doth,.,, wtll cling.
[tht.·real, yt't ~trong my he,1rt dt'll"S gro,o;
\h P"P"' dolls lie scatl"M:l on th<·
,\round my bed I paett 1n~idt' a drl•,1m.
,\s thouAhb of future years ._..hll guard lht· c.i,1or,
\',:t innc..xe-nct?' secure ,,·ill c,·t.-r gl,·-'m.
ft.., ,lU'\' ,trt"ngth ti,·~ in mv "l'<l'\'t ,milt-s
()n ,vindo,..· sill!> '"~rt.> tu~t• \\'111 a1W,l\ s ,d,,nct•
I ,,.l"nd my \\'ay along mu",4,,'um mil,....
.., ,..',lf\.' llr ht.l~ in ~\"t"r)' fla-ting ch.,n,:t'.
1hclUgh dark~t d~tanct' dims )'llUr h1dd,·n fJrr.
I ... tar ,•1oithin m) clt.>an ,,·,·ll-l1ghh....-i pJ,..._,•.

n.......

Sonnet V
lm,1gin,lf\' con, t'"'-llion~ run
All,ng J lin,• pt"r1pht.·r,1l. ~ l'I trul"'.

f'ht·y c--.1tc-h mt" un.a,vart..... ~·n.:ath tht' ~un
In ,. ,lC,lnt hc.-..ur~ h1lidl'n to mr vit>\'\0,
I'm ,ll~· t·nt.1,ugh lu grilv~ly -.t.'t.' the scope
(.)f ,,II th,, fr,,g,le l,f~ I h~w h> J,.,,..,,
\Vh1I~ wn'>thng with m) own m1>guided hope
"'" .1ngt.·I to JlSC.'l\\·n-.1n aimlt.~., m\bC
Who
l;,v my lon,·lv, ,uffring Trust
,\nd 1,,ng,, lo ,.,II htr through th<e din of n,,ise,
t~,,.,,·in(:ln~ ht·r or U"*'ll·,., thin~ .,1,e mu!,t
Surrt.·ndt.·r rnr thl• hrut.11 lifl· or joy!,
l ·: tu.. h·t.· but .,h,,•-•,,o (r,111 y":I ~till
.t\ll•ft ,v,thin my loving,. ,vatchful \Viii.

r,,o..,.
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"A man wlro ·works n 1itl1 l1is l1a1ufs is a laborer; a ma111vlro
works 1vitlr l1is /rands and l1is brai11 is" craftsman; but a man
wlro ·w orks 1vitlr /,is /rands and l,is lir11in and Iris lreart is an
artist. "
Louis l',;i:cr

"I sa11l tl,e angel in tl,e 111arl1fc and carved 1111til I set l,i1n free."
M iclrneln11gelo

"TI,e 1vorld today doesn't make sense, so wiry sl,011/d I pai11t
pictures tJ,nt do?"
Pablo Picasso

24

Painting

Andrew Mi/ft,r

•

Cal ifomfa Coastline 1

Jereme H11rlan

•

)

California Coastline 2

Jam,• / larln11

27

foy Llllt'IIIA,•

~

V1cte ·a line

Victoria

30

"I am enough of an artist to draw freely upon my imagination.
Imagination is more important than knowledge. Knowledge is
limited. Imagination encircles the world."
Albert Einstein

"Life is what iue make it, always has been, always will be. It
is the function of art to reneiu our perception. What we are
familiar with we cease to see. The writer shakes up the familiar scene, and, as if by magic, we see a new meaning in it."
Anaias Nin

"The man who has 110 imagination has no wings."
Muhammad Ali

"
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The Clearing's End
Traditions have been passed down from generation to generation for centuries. Religious traditions, rites of passage, and numerous other rituals have survived and still exist in modem life. It is possible, however, that over time, their significance and meanings have changed or disappeared altogether. Consider the tradition of hunting. In some modem cultures, the killing of an animal marks the
crossing over from adolescence to manhood, while in earlier times it may have been
a tool to teach a yow1g man about life. The act of killing an animal does not make
one a man, but experiencing such an act can teach some valuable lessons.
The fall or 1986 found me eighteen years young and needing a sense or
belong111g. Eighteen is an exciting age for most young men as they cross the threshold or manhood and venture off to college. However, ,twas a particularly difficult
time in my life. Having gone to college to play football only to find that I was academically ineligible had left me terribly depress,'(). Up to this point, rootball had
been my identity. In my mind, rootball was who I was, and it was the only source
of value and manliness in my life. It had been the only thing I did that won my
lathds approval. With my identity stripped from me, I had to find a new sense of
purpose and another means of proving my manhood.
Years e.ulier, my father had taught my brother and me to hunt quail. We
were fortunate enough to own an excellent English seller, which made hunting a
real pleasure. Quail was the only game my father hw1ted; I orten inqutred why he
did not hunt other animals. Hi, usual response was that he enjoyed working with
the dogs, but he would later admit that he did not have the heart to kill other animals, especially deer. I came to appreciate the outdoors and became quite proficient
in harvesting quail, much more so than my older brother. This gave me favor with
my lather. In my mind, hunting was a rite of passage, a manly tradition passed on
from generation to generation. Alter four hunting seasons, the seller died, and the
hunting stopped. My father threw himself into his business, and I replaced the
qurul htmting with rootball.
The fall of 1986 was the first that I had not played football in seven years.
Life was pretty empty for me, as l had dropped out of all but two classes at college
and moved back home. Weekends were especially difficult for me. The lights at
the local football field on Friday nights served as a cruel reminder of my loss.
College football reports on Saturday afternoons were equally painful, as they
revealed that two true freshmen were starting as linebackers for Oklahoma State,
the position I had intended to play. Frustration was at an all-time high in my
yow1g life, and my home life was not good either. I desperately needed to find
something to do, to accomplish something, to prove my mru1liness, to gain favor
with my father again.
As November came arow1d, I made the acquaintance of Steve Aymer, an
older man in town who had a reputation for being a prolific hw1ter. l was as cager
to gain access to his hunting knowledge, as he Wi\S equally eager to gain access to
my grandfather's 8,000 acres of prime hunting land. My intent was to go quail
hunting, but with quai l season ru1d deer season running concurrently, he had trophy bucks on his mind. I did not objc>ct. I thought that if I killed a deer, I could
prove my mrulhood by doing something my lather could not. In the 30 yl'ars or

granddad's control of the property, he had never granted anyone permission to
hunt deer. However, with deer populations reaching an all-time high, he agreed to
let us hunt.
"The Ranch," as our family calls it, is a magnificent place. Its low rolling
hills are covered in native bluestem grass, waist high most years, and they descend
into an oak forest that borders the Caney River. With the exception of fences and a
single public road that divides the property, the land probably has the same appearance it did 100 years ago, sinct> none of it has ever been plowed. It takes little imagination to picture massive herds of buffalo grazing on its golden, grassy prairies. Its
dense oak forest has provided sanctuary for a large herd of white-tailt'd deer for
generations. During the J950's, when deer populations were at their lowest in the
state of Oklahoma, great numbers of deer could still be seen there.
As deer season began, Steve and f ventured into the woods. Steve had little
patience for instruction; however, he gave me what information he could, and we
went our separate ways. With no experience ,md little instruction, I prowled the
ridges and creeks of the river bottoms, only to see the occasional white flag of an
alarmed dt'er bounding away. I had not yet leamed to move quietly through the
ankl~dcep leaves. As a result, I determined to climb a tree and wait in ambush for
any passing deer. This is not an effective method in such a dense forest, as ,·isibility
is extremely limited. So after hunting four straight days, I found myself on the last
day of deer season not having fired a shot.
For my final hwll, I decided to fry yet another tactic; I had found a large,
grassy clearing in the woods approximately 150 yards long and 50 yards wide, at its
wide~t point. The clearing gently sloped lengthwise from one end to U,e other, and
at the high end was a large, fallen tree. My strategy was to take advantage of the
,•isibility of the clearing and the cover of U,e fallen tree and wait patiently for any
deer to emerge from the woods into the clearing. This seemed like a good plan,
since I had seen plenty of deer tracks around the edges of the expanse.
That November afternoon was beautiful; the temperature was around 40
degrees, the skies were clear, the air was still. It was the kind of day that the cold
air bites the back of your throat and the aftemoon sun casts a golden hue on every·
thing. I positioned myself comfortably behind the trunk of the fallen tree, took a
chew of Copenhagen, and waited patiently. The hours passed by without a single
deer sighting, and I was beginning to doubt my strategy. As the shadows grew
longer, I watched the sun sink slowly behind the neighboring ridge. With the clearing fading from golden to gray, the woods grew darker, almost black. Out of the
comer of my eye, I caught a shadowy form scampering along the edge of the woods
at the opposite end of U,e clearing. There was just enough light for me to make out
the outline of a deer with large antlers; the black backdrop of the woods provided
good contrast for his gray figure. My heart leaped, and my mind whirred. I won·
dered if he would stop, or if would l have to take a shot at him on the run, when I
remembered a bit of Steve's in~truction. I then let out a loud grunt, and auno,;t
immecliotely, the buck stopped in his tracks and looked right at me. With little
thought, I slowly leveled my .308 Winchester's o~n sights on the animal's shoulder,
bit down on my chew, and squeezed the trigger. Instantaneously, the deer reared
up on his back legs, exposing hb white underbelly, and froze th('re for a few seconds.
Then, as quickly as the buck had reared up, he fell over backwards, hitting

"

the ground with a loud, sickening thud. I thought, "I actually got a deer!"
Remembering Ste,•e's advice, I sat still for as long as I could to give the animal an
opportunity to bleed out. I waited what seemed to be an eternity, probably five
minutes rather than the prescribed thirty, before I had to go see my conquest.
With gun in hand, l trotted the length of that clearing eager to see a deer up
close and celebrate my triumph. However, something quite different waited for me
at the clearing's end. What I found U1ere haunts me to this day. A once-powerful
and majestic animal lay there struggling for his life, gasping for breath that escaped
through a softball-sized hole in his ribcage. With every passing breath, he forced
his blood out onto the ground and into a pool around hinl. His sleek, muscular
body writhed in pain. As an animal lover, 1found myself in a quandary; l wondered if U,ere were any repairing the damage I had done or if I should go ahead
and finish him. I was frozen in indecision. A, I imagined how this animal once
n1led U,ese woods, tears welled up in my t'yl's. Regret and remorse quickly
replaced excitement and elation. Fortunatl'ly, Uw anin1al died shortly thereafter,
shuddering as he blew out his last breath. Composing myself, I guttl'd the animal.
Having heard the gunshot, Steve cam<.> by in U1e truck to see if I had had
any luck. By this time, my tears had dried up, ;,nd I had on what looked like a pair
of crimson gloves. As he adnured the 9-pointcr, he proudly congratulated me, and I
related to him that evcniJ,g's events, except for my tearful moment. After lo.1diJ1g
the animal's carcass into the bed of the truck, we he.>ded off to the local deer-check
station. We arrivl'd there to find numerous other hunters, mcluding a few of my
friends, all of whom congratulated me on my great success. I played along and pretended to be thrilled.
What actually happened that November Sunday? Did I become a man?
No, I had not achieved the lofty status I had hoped for; however, U,e experi,:-nce did
provide some valuable lessons. I now understood why my father could not hunt
deer, and I had a greater appreciation and respect for his feeliJ,gs. My accomplishment did not win my father's approval, but it did alter my perception of him and
affected U,e nature of our relationship. This experience also showed me that life is
precious and not something to be taken for granted. A life is not something to
barter or exchange for pride. I also leamed U,e value of thoroughly considering all
sides of an issue before taking any action. It had never occurred to me before that
harvesting an animal was such a major decision.
These days, l try to hunt deer at least two or three days during the season.
enjoy my time in the woods and watchiJ1g wildlife. Occasionally, I even harvest
one. If done ethically, legally, and with the right motive, I can find nothing wrong
with harvesting these animals. Although I no longer hunt to prove a point or to
gain anyone's approval, it still hurts a little every time I walk up on a freshly taken
aninlal, as my mind is drawn back to that evening in the clearing's end.
Tom Be/1111/i
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Junkets Across the Water
The Slm is blinding. It is glinting through the glass of cool water Severn set
on the table, the light glancing across the shimmering surface. I imagine the rays of
sun heating the water to a boil, just like it is heating my face. The slight fluttering
of the curtain covering the open window irritates my mind, and the play of the
water in the fow1tain below is no longer soothing. Long ago, ages ago, the spray
ceased its melodious sounds. Now instead of gentleness it forces its harsh droplet
resonance into my room, like tl1e sounds of a fw1eral procession following the dark
coffin through muddy streets, dirty shoes splashing dirty water.
This posthumous existence is maddening. 1 know l no longer have the life
to walk, to climb the green hill outside my window. I do not admit to myself that it
makes no difference. I no longer have the desire to walk. To go for a walk, to cre,t
the daisy-covered hill, would be to feign a reason for breathing, for which l have
none. No, 1 will not smell the grass today or see fue wind on the waving petals of
the flowers. It 1s a relief, really. I lack the strength to see people; Jiving, breathing,
warm people. Sucking at the moist air a, they would at Happiness itself. Calling in
light, tripsing tones to one another, as though the world were made of gold and
laughter. Yes, 1am quite glad I wjl) not be going out ally more.
1 hear the woman comu,g across fue courtyard to deliver the washing, just
as she does every morning. The little children follow her and their pattering foot·
steps drift up and furough the lace curtau,s. Every sound, every scent of the day
going by grates upon my body and burns trenches in my fuoughts. Trenches that
smolder and glow, thrc.>tening to burst into leapmg, hungry flames and consume
my mind. I squc,.,ze my eyes shut, tightly. Deny entrance to any light. I grit my
teeth, like a hearse-wheel over gravel, and taste the thick blood on my dry tongue,
blood that bubbles unceasingly from my lungs. 1 find it almost humorous. The
blood that keeps me alive is slowly drowning me.
Vaguely I feel, rather than hear, Severn's footsteps outside my door. My
door. My room. My coffin. Rather bright for a coffin. The tapping of Severn's
steps is filling my head, a hollow, approaching sound. It hits the rear of my skull,
expands, vibrates along the seams of my mind. What a detestable man. Though is
anyone truly bearable to one while on one's deathbed? And I hate myself for g iving
solid thought to the shadowy despising of so faithful a companion. But in the ship.
He was so weak. Simply wobbled and vomited. But so faithful. He came wi th me,
for me. But such constant whimpering.
• Kmts! K,'llts! My dear fellow, are yort alright?" Set~·m was frantic. No light at
all was lit. Tire hold of tire wildly tossing ship ll'IIS dark as ink. Tire blackness t11mbled and
jerk,•d 11ro1111d us, our bunks little islands of stability. I stn,ck a match and lit tire lamp I
1111d retrit•wd from where it had been slung to the floor. St>toern 's white face darted in my
1liredio11. I It' lwld 011 to the rail of Iris bunk wit/, sh11ki11g l111nds, gripping so hard that eroen
in the dim light of tlw s1mttering lamp I could see tire whiteness of his knurk/t>s. But lie
tried to r1•/11x himsl'IJ. a bra1,e smil,• 1x1sted cm for my 511k,,. I ,,.,s sudd,,11/y c1111ght in a rackin,~ cough 1111d for II momerrt my strength failed me 1111d I ims thrown against the 1rnll as th,•
ship lurd1ed 1'10/e111/y. S,>to•m saeamed. r/1• j111111x•,l hysleric,1lly from hi, lnmk 1111d trit'll to
r1111 /011•ard, me. 811/ 11,e shit>, it 1ms like a lmf at the base ,if1111.iterfall, 111 the macy of the
hurling 11"1t'l's, rle staggered amt fell, pulled l1imS<?1f "I'• only to f11II again. M.v cough was

subsidi,,g, F'ai11f11/ mw11ess i11 my llrroal making my 1,cice lrusky.
"Set't'm, good god, there's no need for all your frtmlics." It was lik,, a cal't' in tire
/rold, e1wy creak and grinding of tire slrif' echoing in our mrs. My l'Oice nm small and
insignificant. Ht• made another try for my bunk, lost Iris fooling,fell lll,wily lo tire floor am/
,111ashe1I Iris lrmd o" tire a1111le barrel. Al tire same i11sl1ml, the lamp 1ms n•rt•11clred from "'.If
hands mrd 11't'11I 0111 as it crashed. 11re blackness hit 111t• like II dousing of k,• waler. I let tire
r0tki11g of tire ship throw me back i"to my brmk, rnrled "I', tn;i11g to fi11d II rhythm i11 tire
S(111nds and n1ot\?111e1Jls, anylltins to 11111ke the forct>s Tes~ external and 1110n' ,, JNlrl of 1tJe.
The footsteps. Closer now, and with a more timid sound. He will open the
door, testing the air in my room with his fingertips and toes first, then his wideeyed focc will peak around, finding my face, searching it. He is scared, scared that
he will find me cold and white. I do believe he thinks I don't know this. He
believes his pasted smile to be an adequate fa,;ade. And I play my part as a grateful
invalid. But I cannot keep submerged the smoldering emotions until the end.
Perhaps he will prove stronger U,an I judge hun to be, and will not quake at a dying
ma11's hoarse screamings. Ragings. Ragings at Uw waste of it all. At the waste of
love, at the waste of mind, at the waste of breathing.
Again I squeeze my eyes shut. No matter how 1011g I keep th,•m open the
,unhght remains a bit unbearable, until I must rest. More voices ring in the courtyard. Funny how when Ont>\ eyes ,ire closed one can hear qualities in sounds that
are not noticeable otherwiS<". The silvered haired nurse, with U,e two children. l
hear her voice rise above the others, sifting with the wind that plays with the curtains, parting the thoughts in my mind like Uw wind parts the lace. She calls to the
children with an airy tone, her plump Italian enunciation the clouds that accent the
air. Clear and warm, they come to me through the casement. So many others. all in
Rome, the city where one can find healing. So many that need healing. From what?
Would one call the slow decay of my lungs the wound U,at l have?
Sevem has paused. I no longer hear the ge11tle tap of his footsteps.
Probably his hand is on the doorknob, trembling a bit. I can see him licking his lips
nervously, closing his eyes and drawing in deep breaths. Breaths, sharp and worried in his mouth.
DeaU,. Odd. l can't feel my fingertips, or my legs. I can't feel the bed I am
lying on. I suppose my mind is free, floating. Morbid sensibility. I had thought that
to be so ample an explanation for life, my life, me. Now l know. There is no explanation. Or rather, there is more to be explained than that philosophy cou ld possibly
reach.
I am straining, trying to catch a whisper of Severn's presence at the door.
hear nothing. With my body, my body that I cannot feel, I strain. She is U,ere,
across the water. Eyes even brighter with tears. I would tell her not to weep. I
would ask her to smile for me. To show me a flower from her garden. I told Sevem
yesterday U,at the spring was so beautiful to me, so filled wiU, life.
11,e door is gently moving. Sevl'm's fingers gripping U,e knob. Her fingers
were so white when she gripped the doorknob. Almost as white as her face. She
just kept staring.
/ 1ms co11glring. So 1•1ole11t, it st ripped my llmx1t, fell like my l1111gs were goi11g lo
conu, ottl this tinu·. I had l1t·Prr u,ait in~ ;,, the drn7<'ing ,ex.,,,,, uwit iug for her. I u1t1s too
rm,k to pisil, 11111 sire l01't'd to come to""'· Bui th,• co11glr, ii t<'<lul,/ 1101 slO/'· I fell to my
km·,.,. to "'.If face. Tire fm,c/r doors swrmg 01~·n, a smile liglttins Jwr face. Th<'II ltrr h1111tl

t,m,ed wlrite on tlw gold door handle. I saw l11•r. Like some/Iring St'l'n by one's eyes but not
notict,/ by one's mind.
"Jo/111, you're bleeding.· Her hand 1ms 01•er lrer moutl,. Sire s11itl it so quietly. As
if mentioning a stain 011 my jacket Sitt• rnme foni,1rd softly, knelt by 111e. Stroked my lrair
tlaml' from colt/ S1l'e<1I. 1 was quiet Ihm.felt tire lt'arm l>lood on my li11s.
And 1 rememl~·r('Ci. Remembert•d Tom aml lurw he 1111,I co11glwd so l111rd, ltt'Ul>ing
his lifi• 0111 of /rim.
"/olrn, • Iris mice rasl'y, Iris lrair 11\'f 011 Iris forl'l1eml, "ii 's 110/ re111/y so bad, after
111/. Dl'llflr. Really, you're quite reiidy lt'hen it comes. It's almost liki• tire S<'U 01w tire beach,
you hardly not ice am1 Jifferenet', just little ril'l'I"' in your ll1011gl1ts. • His t>oice faded, lt'as
1101 n,•1111 ll'hisper. "Remember, tire s.•11 al Kmt' l 1t•o11l1l like to se,• it again.· He was
eightet•n.
I /rad breatlred /tis 11ir. As he couglrecl 0111 I l>reatl1<~f in. flrat is holt' life is. So

si111plt•.

There he is. Se,·em's smile is ready, and he gmtly pushes the door ;,hut
behind him. He walks across the room, tentatively, reaches for the chair beside my
bed with his hands first, his reet still far away, as tl10t1gh he could not support him·
self any longer. I can see that he forces hi, eyes to re<.t on my race, then quickly
looks out the window. When he allows himscU to sit, it is as though there is more
weight than just his physical body that is resting on tl1e chair.
"Shau we read while there is still light? Or would you rather recline on the
veranda? This is sin,ply splendid weather. I know how much you love spring."
His eyes remain gazing out the window. "I have taken the liberty of examining
some rather more reasonable lodgings. But or course it will be entirely up to you, if
you reel robust enough to forge through more Roman landladies. Would just save
us a few pounds, .tnd all that rot."
"Sevem, my dear friend, you worry entirely too much." I am surprised at
my voice. My mind and thoughts are strong and stable. I expected my words to be
the same. Instead they are almost lost in the voices rising from the courtyard, only
faint raspy vibrations barely escaping from my head. It is surprising to Se\'ern as
well. His eyes snap to my face, slide across my sweat-beaded forehead. I can see
the cold whiteness of my skin reflected in his eyes. Perhaps he sees what 1 already
know. I feel the inward quaking of his gaze, feel his eyes hasti ly retum to their vigil
at the window.
"Keats, you fool!· Brown grinned into tire wind, trying to climb after me 011 the
slippery rock, the roar of the saltwater daslri11g against tire cliff sitle obliterating his words.
looked down to see his hair wet from lite sl'ray, his clumsy attempts at mo1111ting tire rocky
steepness. I could barely make him 011/ from the tlark wetness of the rock. I laughed 011/
loud. 1 01w11,'Ci my mouth wide and s/111/ my ,•yes, let tire salt mist tingle 011 my tongue. I
was slm1di11g 01111 narrow jut high abot'I' tire S.'ll. Tire gra_y Wlll'<'S beneallr me were h11rli11g
lhemselt-es at the lmse of tire cliff ,md 1 wishet/ 1/wy ll'Ould make it crumble. I lt'o11ld di1ie,
dh'I' so deep.
TI,ere was 11 window i11 I/re t 11rl>u/e,rf gray clouds ,md 11 single my of srmlight
silently drifled //,rough, co11trasti118, almost as if 011 /1Ur/!OS<', will, the 1•iole11t 11tmosl'here
around rt. 1 co11lcl /um• s/()()(11/wre for a 1011g time. 111 tire distt111C(' tlrere 1m., nothing but
mor,' gmy11ess, tire sea anti llw ;,ky swirling to,~etlrer, so far atmy.
Severn is smiling. "Keats, you're far away, always off into your own poet's
world. Come now, what would you do on this bcautHu l day? You haven't heard a
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thing I've said, have you?"
"Don't mind me, old boy." Again I'm surprised at my voice. "I believe I'm
content to lie here today. You may read if you like ... what were we getting into?"
"Macbt'lh, and I do believe you have the best witch's voice." He smiles very
brightly. Our conversation is no more than words. I wonder if he even knows it.
"Perhaps you could do all the voices this day." My eyes are shutting suddenly. How odd. I can't stop them, the lids are too heavy. "I am quite content to
,imply listen."
Yes, my mind is now completely free from my body. The ripples of my
thoughts. TI,ey do ripple. I think of how beautiful the waves of U1e sea looked
from the sh,p. Each one perfect. An entity of its own yet part of someU1ing much
more \'cl~t.

Severn is reading now. I am vaguely surprised. I don't remember him
picking up the book or beginning to read. His voice is quite monotone, although I
recall how childishly pleased he was upon reading his part of 11,e C1111terb11ry folt-s
last di.ru,N party. My eye, are still closed. Suddenly I realize I have no desire to
open them. Strange. I can still S('(' the room as clearly as though I am looking at it.
1l1e l,,ce curt.1ins are rhythmically fluttering in and out. The sun glances through
the glass of water.
Suddenly Severn's reading becomes too sh<1rp, too defined ,n my nund.
The slipperyness of my thoughts is stilled-crystallized. Objt'Ct, come to me in per·
feet color, brilliant lines sharply in focus. It does not matter that my eyes are still
closed. I see everything. EveryU1iJ1g. The white pages as Severn turns them.
There, on the corner. His fmger has left a damp smudge of ,weal. The book trembles in his hands, the movement barely perceptible. But I can see it. There is a glisten of swNt on his forehead. A single drop labors to the edge of his hairline, slides
over the wire ear piece beside his temple, gathers speed down his neck. It dis.,p·
pears into his shirt collar. The lace curtain in the window is blowing beautifully,
rising and falling with the rise and fall of the sow,ds in the courtyard. There is the
fountain--never has water sounded so musical! It splashes a cadence with Severn's
voice. He is speaking in a deep voice, Macbeth's voice.
Am11nl, amt quit my sight! Let tl,e eartlr l,i,le Owe!
Tiry boni's are marrowless, thy blood is cold;
Tho11 liasl no specrtlation in those eyes
Wl,ich thou dost glare wit/JI
I muse on the words. Yes, the fountain has no bones, no life. Very cold
blood as well, one could say, if one allowed water to be blood in this case. No speculation. Quite obvious. If the fountain has no eyes than of course U,ey cannot speculate. Something is amiss in my musings but I do not care. The filmy lace of the
curtain has changed rhythm. It is waving gently to the motion of my own thoughts.
They come in wonderful sharpness.
Will Severn never stop droning on? Just as crystal as my thoughts were
they shatter ar0tmd my mind like broken glass. I am startled. Severn is not reading
anymore. The light is dusky through my eyelids. I am no longer in ama,ement
that I cannot feel my hands, my legs, my feet. I am quite content to be a Mind. A
single, free Mind. 13ut I am irritated. Has Severn left? No. He is still there. My
eyes are heavy but I open them. Poor fellow. His head is loll(•d against his chest,
hi, mouth partly open. His glasses have slipped down his nose. As I watch they
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fall slowly, slowly, and suddenly rattle to the floor. He jerks awake. He swallows
hard, eyes flit to my face. His features relax. He smiles in a relieved way to see me
alert. I wonder what is in his mind. Suddenly I feel very sorry for him. I feel very
detached and clinical-·! have been a doctor, have sc-en goryness and death, but he
has not.
Two days ago I had asked him, had watched as his face blanched, sweat
formed, dripped. No, he had never seen anyone die. We were sitting on the hill,
beneath the sycamore tree, watching the children in the schoolyard far below us.
They were simply specks among the many rt'Cl·tilcd rooftops, walking in formation
to their classrooms.
"Well then." I looked at him. "I pity you-poor Severn, what trouble and
danger you have got into for me." I told him I did not expect to convulse when I
died. He turned his face away from me then. On our way back I could not walk
without his help.
But now, now Severn is looking at me so hopefully. His smile is too
relieved. And it changes. The alarm grows from his eyes to his mouth to his hands
gripping the sides of the chair. I am aware of a challge. It is in my mmd first. With
each swelling thought the room bc<omes more focused, too focused. Soon all I se;,
is Severn's face. It is horribly large and distorted. My eyes ,ire suddenly too tight,
as though I am so tired I cannot control how thmgs appear to me. To my side
something is groping. Groping at Severn's chair. It i, my arm a11d hand. Sen.'rn
seizes my hand. It is very dark in the room now, almost night. The whiteness of
Severn's face and the whiteness of my hand float in the dimness. He ,s clutching
my hand, though I cannot feel it. I feel words escaping from me. So odd. I am but
a Mu,d, quite free. I do not kllow where the words come from.
"Lift me up··l am dying-·! shall die easy·-don't be frightrned--thank God it
has come."

Str,inge that the voice should be wrong. Severn caught me with his other
arm, held me. But I am not dying. No, everything is coming to me in perfect clari·
ty, the ripples in my mind very vivid and crisp. I am loo weak to cough. But that
does not worry me. I do not want to break the perfect stillness of the room and twi·
light with rough sow,ds. The darkness is swallowing the room, the little candle that
Severn lit is a yellow star, tiny, floating.
·My god, she's bea11tif11W Brown, panting beside 111e, passed his hund over /1is
damp forehead.
I couldn't speak. I was errra11t11red with the she,,, 1m<'er.
·sen Nevis. Keats, old boy, did you ever think we 11•(,u/d be /,ere, here. The highest
peak in Scotland.· He looked like a boy in tlte pn>sence of his uthlete idol. He shook his
head, showing his wonder. ·she ,s bt•1111tifi1/. •
The mist had enveloped 11s as lt'I' ascm,led the 11101111/aiw;ide.follm11ing the winding
palh that lead to the summit. Tire mist had wr111111('d the ;011mey in" 111ystict1/ et'Ti11ess, the
tri-es dark ,md damp and dripping. During resls 11•e ltud taken lums drinking from the
whisk,•y flask, /he lwai,y, sil,•nt mist making us feel ns thou!(h ii would lit' inapproprialt• to
sp('(lk.
On the 1011 of the 111owrt11i11 the mist rolle,/ s/ml'ly und 11111ssi1~·ly below 11s. 'nw
do111/s /Hl>St'ti silently m,,, and 11ro11nd us, the sky 8ra.v 11111/ /11111ino11s. I fl'lt //1111 I wo11/d
11n,,,, 1w1•erforfi,el //w imy 11,e 11101111/t1intop looked, 1/,e wa.v it '<'t'mnl to I~· of another
U'()r/d. Its 011•11 n-or/d, of!{rt1y 1111,l 11111/ thick r/0111/,, ilarA 1lrip11ing I re1>s 1111d aa!{gy r(){A-s
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damp am/ lllrge again~/ tire sky.
All my senses come reeling back to me. I feel very ,mall. Very weak. I am
no longer a Mind, free and detached, clinical. I am so small. Fear floods me, nishes
my thoughts, and I realize I am truly thinking clearly now. Severn is awake, I can
fed his hand lightly brush my forehead.
"You're in a cold sweat." He is murmuring, does not know I am awake, is
hardly awake hunsclf. His breathe sends freezing chills through my body.
"Don't breathe on me--it comes like ice." My voice barely breaks U1e thick
darkness.
His hand pauses for a moment, is startled that I am awake. But I have no
more words. None. There is nothing to say. The darkness is very comfortable, and
as l breaU1e, very shallow and shallower yet, it enters my body, slowly, slowly.
Like the mist on Ben Nevis. It is its own world. I am sorry for Severn. He had
said, with a pale face, that he had never seen anyone die. But I am not afraid, not
really. I feel c,-cry fiber of the bed beneath me. Hear the wind blowing very softly
through the lacc on the window. 111e fountam plashes i11 silver, dusky tones.
Severn's even breathing sounds like the breeze through the poppies on the hill.
Everything as vivid and real. TI1e darknt>ss i, comfortable to me, and I close my
eyes.
Tht• gn:at :-t'd ~ltall u111r ii ,lau u
for it, fi111w ,Jra/11101 11<' /,/011•11
Al t"l't'r.1/ fiirtlung quadrilk danre
So si1yi11g 11•it/1 a spirits gl,mre
I It• di1~'d-·
1

/..111,ra Niclrols
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"TI,rre lurks in n.•ery 1111111,111 l,e,irt ,, ,l,•sirt• of ,iisti11ctio11, wl,icl,
i11clines every 1111111 first to l101•c, ,111,l tl1r11 to l,elil"l.'e, tl1at
Nature 1,as gil•e11 /rim sc11111'fl1i11g 1•1•,~11/illr to 1,imself"
S,1111111•l Jol111 so11

"/Ir w/10 joyfully marclrt•!> to 11111,ic i11 ri111k 111111 file lras already
enn,ed my co11fl'11111t. /fr /111s l1n•11 g11•1•11 ,, large brni11 by
mistake, si11ce for /11111 the s11i1111/ cord wo11/cl /111/y suffice."
A/1,ert J;i11sit'i11

"If ('1'1',YOIII' is tl,i11ki11s 11/ik,· '''"" ,e1111t'/1ody is11't t/1i11ki11g."
Ct•111•r11l (;,•org,• S. l',1tto11

",\ person 1l'l,o lt'alks

i11

111wt/1er's lr11cks le1111e.s 110 footpri11ts."
J\11011

"If a 111a11 does 11ot kee1, p,rn• w,tl, /us n1111JJ1111io11s, perhaps it is
/1t•cn11se lie lrears n diffi•ri•11t dr11111111er. I t'I him step to the music
wlrich l,e l,enrs, /,0111,•1/l'r 1111•11s11red or fnr away."
lle11rr1 l),n,itl llwrc•1111

"lVe do 11ot tl'rite i11 orifrr to '11• 11111/,•r.,tood; u•e ll'rite i11 order

to 11111frrst,111d."
C,·dl 1>11y I 1'11'is

Jesus the Artist
In approachmg al hnshan aesth,·tic one treads 11110 .1nrl.; and tremulou,
w,,t,·t"'. for Chm,han.... on th,• u,w h,rn,l l,,y the unbrull,,J l·xprc..,ion, of the pa,~1on, of human lifo, and ,,n thl' olhl•r l,,y the ,·t.-m,,l wns,,1uenc,-. of hea\'en and
lwtl. Only by obiectiv,•ly w,·1gh111i; both i.1,•,1s, S<·.ir,hutg oul th,• elu<1\'e place wh ..n•
they complement each other c,111 '""' n>nw to ,·,1,,:·m·n,r ,,ml ,1pprl"<1ale the art,'"
G,xt ,nlended.
T. S. Eliot, m hi, ""•IY "Rl'lig11111 ,inti l ,1,·r,\111«•, nbsl'r\'l''• 'For literary
1udgn1l'nt \\re need to be .1cutl·ly ,l\.\'.,r, of I\VO th1n~!-t ,,t onc:t.•: of \vhat \,re like,' and
of 'what we ought to li~t•"' ( l ~2). N,•,llwl' of tlww go,11, as obJt'<hve, not even for lite
Christian. Different int,•rprl'l,1tio11, of ~·,·,ptur,• t,•,td st•pM,lll' dmominations to
incongruous dogma,. Whit,• ,•vitl,•nn• m,1y h,• feluntl m tlw Babic to argue eiUwr
<..ittd\ approval or diCioappro, id or th,, ,,rt,, no ,h~·u~'H'I\ on ~1 ( hri,ti~1n aesthetic i~
c<>ntplcte without e"unimng llw hf,· and w11td'i of Jc,u,. llwugh fir.I centul')
Semitic culture ,,·a~ obli,·1uu, to th"' 1nt•c.laurn .. uf ,,rt found 1n n1C\lit·m ,\merican
media, prmaples found 1n k:.u,' h•,t< luni; ,,,n l~ ••rrt,..d to the current c<>ntc,t.
J,,u, himself demon,tr,,1,.,1 Uw ,trts ,1,; ,1 n1,1sh·r ,tt,r} kiln, .J,.,tingui,ht>d an ,>b1,'<I
frt1m ,t~ in!luf!nce on dO 1nd1\ 11..iu,11. •u,,t ,11~• t•\.horh-....t ha~ ,\thft<·nce to lie conscit.lu,
ol \\·hat af(ects them tn addition h~ ho\\' ll1t"\· ,\lit'\ t olht·ts.
A capti\'atmg ,,rat,,r, )<'SU> ,s mo,t nssoc1,th'li "1th the l1ll'r,try d.,,·icc call<'<i
the parable. The word 'p.trahl.-; n«onlmg tu ( h.1rl,,s 11<..lnd,, "hlt'rally..• "gnafi<-.
:,0methmg cast aloni;"d,• ,Utolh,·r thmg to clarify 11" ( 1006). In <•lher word,. a pard·
l>le" a ,1ory that, b) comp.1rts0n, lurtlwr ,llu,,tr,,t.-<; nnotlwr on,•. The Gospeb
abvund m these ,tori,-. <>f J,-.u.,, ,·aptunng 1lw rnmmon hf,, of ""''
Pal...,llnt.•
Md comparing them to th,• Kmg.torn ,,1 l :,,.1 l,..,u, c,,plun-,. Ut,• ,,b,tract truth,, ,,f
th" mflllite God through .,1tu,,tu,n, l,lllHh,tr to h1S <>ng,n,,t ,,ud1<'nn•. Rather than
blunUy sermoru.z.ing hi, th,,.1logi.,ll 1tl,•,h. h,• klls ,t,•ri,-.. In Lui.;" 15, the author
«"<ords three such parabfl·., 1llu,1r,1hng l;,,.1·s rl'l,1tum,h1p to .,mnl'r. in \'i\'id
imagery. The first story rclat,.., tlw ,mn,·r t,, ,, lo,t ,h,,·p ,tnd God ,lS the shepherd,
diligently searching for Uw lo,t ,h,'l·p. llw '<'\'01111 story ,imil,1rly compares the "nOl-'r to a Jost coin, and (;cx-t as cl W(Hl\rlO \VhO ",\V('l-'f>' hl•r hOU"il' in search Of the coin.
In lhc final story, the par,1bl,• of llw pn><hg,11 s<>n, lh<' sall11l'r is m,,de to be a rebellious son ,vho diso\.\'ns hi~ (,1lht. r .u,d !'tqt111ndl·r~ hi'i inht rit,1ncc, \Vhile God is portr,,yed as the father who p,,t,mtly w,111, d,,y ,tfl~r d,1y for hi, son's retum. Through
l',tch of his parables Je,.us n1mmunir,1t,·s ,, tlwoloi;ac,,1 truth by finding an analogue
f.tmili,11' lo his audience. I-le thu, p,,tn•nm·, llw .trts through has e,ample of story·
telling. Ho,,·e\·er, in the Ol(l(.1l·nt Amt·ril,ln conh:,t, \\'l"l~ '-'lgt~ u, fa,;;.hmg boats no
longer teU stories. They .trl' 1,,1,1 ,,n pnnh'd p,1g,.., ,ind in d.u!.;C'ned theaters. In fact.
th<-.e are the means b\' whKh .,u,h,·nc,-s J..n"" the,,,. s.tm,• ''"'""' of Je,.us toda\·.
Thu,. ),... us· example ~·aht!,,t,.., th1• mod,·m m,.,Jmms of hkraturl' and film.
),-,,us further \',,hd,,tt'S tht• ,1r1' l•y d ... tinguishu1g l,,:-hn'l'fl ,1n object and 11,
l'!ll'ct on ,m ind1ndual. ,.., \\di ,ts ,d,·nllh ,ng th,• ongm of •m. In M.u!.; 7:1-23 tht·
l'harist'<.-,. e>.pn..,_, their di,;.1ppr<>\ ,ti I\ )u,l l•'SU<' lh<ople,, do not \\',l,h their hand,
t>.-fore they eat. Je,u, tht·n ,h,tsh«.'S th,• rd1g1<•11<; l<',,d,·r. for .,dhcnng to th.-1t "" n
lratiihon~ and abandonan~ th..-. c-omn1il111.Jn,,·11ts ,,t l ,t~t. I h.• ~Ol~ on to cite S<e\'l·ral
l'\,unpJt~ ,vhere tht• f'h.lrt"t."'~ d, .. r,-g,,rd ( ......t, 1.,,, tn 1.,,,,r ,,f tht:1r o,, n tradition.
1
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In exposing their hypocrisy he says, "iherc is nothing outside a person that by
going in can defile, but the things that come out are what defile" (Mark 7:15, NRSV).
In the context of the passage, Jesus is specifically referring to food and the laws concerning clean and unclean foods. However the principle involved applies to the
arts. Nothing outside a person, including a painting, song, sculpture, or film, makes
a person sinful. Art itself is not sin. Jesus is clear thM, "it is from within, from the
human heart, that evil intentions come.... AU these evil things come from within,
and they defile a person" (Mark 7:21, 23, NRSV). Therefore sin is not an external
in1posing force but rather an internal force. The significance here is that Jesus lays
down no prohibitions to the observer of art. There is no ''Thou shalt not view R
rated mO\'ies." Neither is there "Thou shalt not listen to rock and roll music." Sin,
then, may come from a person's response to art, but never from the art itself.
In addition, Jesus blurs the distinction between secular and :;acred when he
exhorts his listeners to love their enemies. In Matthew 5:43-48 he urges his followers to rise above the distinctions of good people and evil people, right<'OUS and
unrighteous, friend and foe. He says that God causes the sun to shine on both the
just and Uw unjust, and the rain to fall on their crops just the same. Apparently,
God does not view the world through a secular or sacred lens, nor does he label Uw
contents of it as such. In closing, Jesus says, "Be perfect, therefore, as your heavenly
Father is perfect" (Matthew 5:48, NRSV). The word "perfect'· i,1 the original Koine
Greek does not carry the connotation of "without mistake, or blemish," as in modem
English. Rather, the word teleios is defined as "complete, perfect, whole; full·
grown, mature" (Newman 180). Further, the verb is an unperative that may also be
translated "You will be." It is a syntactical structure rare in Greek but common in
Biblical Hebrew. In fact, the :;ame structure is fow1d iil the Ten Commandments.
The significance is, "its force is quite emphatic, in keepiilg with U1e combined nature
of the indicative mood and future tense" (Wallace 452). The structure emphasizes
the undoubted certainty of the event. Thus, Matthew 5:48 might also be translated,
·'Therefore you will be mature and complete just as your Heavenly Father is mature
and complete." As applied to the arts, Jesus urges a mature, unbiased judgment
that supercedes labels of "Christian,. and "Secular." The value of a work of art is not
iil its label.
Further Jesus warns against U,e detrimental influences in one's life. In
Matthew 5:27-30 Jesus, iil his trademark hyperbole, makes clear the need to be
aware of what affects one's life. After equating a lusty look with adultery, Jesus
commands that if a person's eye or hand causes him to sin then it should be cut off,
because it's better to enter heaven maimed than to go to hell. While Jesus obviously
was not speaking Literally, the principle is apropos to the realm of art. If a pomographic picture leads a person to adulterous thoughts, then the person shou ld no
longer look at it or others like it. If a film depictu1g a violent crime leads a person to
imitate that crime, then it should no longer be viewed. Laziness is not compatible
witl, a Christian aesthetic. One must not overlook the effect of art on one's thought
life and behavior. Thus, the Christian, especially, must be aware of the ways music,
film, sculpture, and paint inOuenc(' him or her.
Not only must the observer of art be aware of its effects, but also so must
the artist. In Luke 17:J-2 Jesus says, "Occasions for stumbling are bow,d to come,
but woe to anyone by whom they come! lt would be better for you ,fa millstone
w('rC hung around your neck and you were thrown into the sea than for you to
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cause one of these little ones to stumble" (NRSV). TI,e power of influence yields
serious consequences. Not only must a viewer guard what influences him or her,
but the artist must also be aware of his audience's response. The artist is responsible for the consequences of his creation. While art inherently is not sinful, it possesses the power to influence sin. Therefore, the artist must acknowledge this
power and the responsibility to wield this power wisely.
The quest for a Christian aesthetic is not merely a question of good art versus bad art, in terms of technical and artistic quality, but also right art versus wrong
art. A moral core anchors the value of any work of art. As exemplified by Jesus, art
is ne,tlwr sinful, nor is it a blessing ,n all its manifestations. Art can be used to
draw sinners to God, and art can be the influence that causes sin. So in answer to
"what we ought to like," these guidelines can be deduced from the example of Jesus:
whatever reveals truth about God, whatever reveals truth about man's relationship
to God, and whatever spurs men on to seek God more.

Peter White
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The Spell of Mediocrity
The congregation files into the seats of the worship arena for a 10:00am contemporary worship service. n,e service begins and the churchgoers jump to their
feet clapping along with the "catchy" beat provided by the drummer. A modified
sine wave from the keyboard lines out the simple l-Vl-N-V chord progression,
which is joined by other keyboards, guitars, Latin percussion pieces, and an acoustic
piano to produce a sound anyone with a radio has heard countless tinles. The worship pastor and choir lead the congregation in singing the words to the song. "Oh
lord my God/ You are very good/ You are clothed with splendor and majesty,"
they cry, before repeating the phrase, "You are my friend" over and over to the same
four note melodic pattem. A good friend of the author's turns to him and asks, "At
what point did worship music become so trite?"
This question addresses issues that reach farther than the issue of whether
or not the aforementioned song is inherently a mediocre piece of music. The musicians were certainly not lacking in the skill to perform it, and the song's lyrics do
not promote any sort of heresy or pro,·oke unclean thoughts. However, if one were
so inclined, one could name dozens of songs (sacred and secular) that utilize the
s.1me four-chord progression that repeats over and over again through the entire
piece. And the lyrics remain theologically sow,d only because they do not attempt
to discuss any major theological idea outside of stating the blatantly obvious colored with biblical buzzwords such as "majesty" and "splendor." While this song
and others like it (there ari:- many!) are arguably tolerable musical efforts, the
essence of the question rai~d earlier is that Christians are capable of so much more
and should be accepting of nothing less. Christian composers and songwriters Me
capable of challenging the theological minds of congregations through the use of
poetic lyrics set to intricate music.
The purpose of this paper is not to suggest that all music, in order to please
God, must follow the aforementioned criteria. There are volumes of profound poet·
ry set to sinlple melodies that can be useful in worship. And, to give an example,
there are volumes of intricate music set to the opening Kyrie movement in the ordinary of the liturgical mass, whose simple Greek text is translated, "Lord have mercy,
Christ have mercy."' At the same time, however, a Christian songwriter should not
sinlply discard all three criteria in favor of reducing his or her music to a short-lived
emotional high.
Theological integrity is a pressing issue in Christian music especially with
the low level of thought that goes into most contemporary Christian lyrics. One of
the sole purposes of early Christian hymnody was to teach theology and in so
doing, to combat the heresies that tended to arise in the early church. Robert
Webber, a professor of theology at Wheaton College, describes how the need for
hymnody to teach the gospel and theology in what he calls a "pre-print"' era
"changed d rastically with the invention of the Gu tenburg prl.'SS" (14). However, he
goes on to explain how today's generation is so reliant on television and radio as a
means of com nllmication that it has become a sort of postmodern "pre-print" society
(Webber 14). J. Robert Clinton, a professor at Fuller Theological Seminary, goes on
to say, "The average Christian is neither familiar with their Bible nor knows much
theology. However, they love music. What they h('ar v,a Christia" mu~ic essential-

ly becomes what they believe" (14). In a society that would rather hear a message
on t<>levision or radio than read about it in a book such as the Sible, the need for
sound theological content in music is just as essential as it was centuries ago.
1n striving for theological and biblical integrity, one must not o,•erlook the
artistic qualities of music and the lyrics. Music is, in every aspect, a form of art.
The poetic nature and artistic excellence of song lyrics strengthen the theological
statements fo,md within. To simply say, "the Lord is good" has little to no impact
on the hearer or singer of such words. Even to say that the Lord is very good and
clothed wiU, splendor and majesty still fails to grasp the true goodness of God.
However, lines such as, "He breaks U,e power of cancelled sin/ He sets the prisoner
free/ His blood can make the foulest clean/ His blood availed for me," (Wesley 57)
come much closer to capturing the true goodness of God. In addition to their aesthetic qualities that cause the reader to want to read or sing them over and o,•er
again, they describe God's goodness on multiple levels.
By the tenth century A.D., and for many years to follow, it was decided that
mu,ic ,n Ulf.• church was to be sung by professional clergy and choirs only. The idea
behind this decision was that God deser"es the best worship and that lay~rsons
arc not capable of producing quality sounds worthy of His attention. This goodu1tentioned concept was in part responsible for the birth of the secular music indus·
try. Congregations took their desire to sing to bars and parties. The fallacy of the
abandonment of congregational participation in worship and the resulting paradox
is that God is indeed worthy of His cr<.>ation's most excellent praise, but all men and
women are created to praise Him, even the ones that He did not gift with musical
ability. A balance must occur Uwn in creating music that is accessible to congregations and teaching congregations lo access more challenging music so that God can
receive the highest level of praise.
Modem Christian music, O\'erall, exhibits a general lack of creativity. II
often falls victim to the secular media mentality that if something works once it
might work again and again. TI1is philosophy is the creativity squelching force that
has caused the Contemporary Christian music industry to produce the same kind of
music for the past several years. R,,ndy L. Rowland, pastor of Church at the Center
in Seattle, Washington, suggests that in order to break out of this rut, "Christian
artists must be granted permission, passion, and panache (12)." Christian
Congregations must be open to new styles of music and the free expression of
Christian ideas and in a sense grant artists "permission" to create new things. The
passion concept reminds the Christian artist why he or she is creating art for U,c
church. Panache is the flair that allows Christian music to influence the culture
instead of being influenced by it.
Christian composers and songwriters are indeed capable of challenging the
theological minds of congregations through the use of poetic lyrics set to intricMe
music. It takes a willingness on behalf of the artist to create original excellence for
an originally excellent Creator. II also takes a desire on behalf of Christians not to
settle for mediocrity, and to look forward to new and im10vative ways lo worship
their Creator. If Christians put these ideas into practice, then U,e day is not far off
when Christian art will once again influ,mce secular art.
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"May tile road rise to meet you.
May the wind be always at your back.
May the sun shine warm upon your face.
And rains Jail soft upon your fields.
And until we meet again,
May God hold you in the 1101/ow of His /,and."
Irish Proverb

